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BRAINS VERSUS BEAUTY.

Women Nolwl lor liili I'owrrWIiO
Are llnrli-.l- l'lulu.

One of tho puzzling things djjlienU ol
solution in life is the persistency of di-

vorce between brains ntid beauty.
m

While it by no means follows Jlint u
homely woniau is always brainy yr
pretty ono invariably devoid of. intelli-
gence, still it is trim that of all wou-.c-

noted for powerful intollect few have
been otherwise than hopelessly plain.
Mine. Do Stael, tho intellectual prodigy

her day, before whoso wit even tho
great Napoleon quailed, and of whom
ho said, "She has shafts that would
hit a man if he were seated on a ro-in-

wo come'.' J knew a man named Pen
dexter, once, who-7- ,"

"Yes," said the squire, who had given
a little start at the first sound of that
low, contralto voice. "It wan I, Clara
Caprivi! To think that fate should have
brought us together again after all
these years'."

The palo woman strngglcd to her1'
feet and clutched at her daughter's
slim, strong arm.

"Let us go, lsora," said she. "We
wo have made a mistake. Uive me my
shawl. Quick! Let us go!"

"Hut, mother, why?" soothed the
girl, who scarcely, us yet, compre-
hended all this "Don't you
hoar what the geutlemau says? We
can havo work here and food and shel-

ter! Mother, sit down again! (You are
trembling all over!"

"I tell yon, child, you don't know!"
said impatient Clara, possessed with a
sort of wild, unreasoning terror. "We

' " 'we must go!"

a w ml. i v. n f "i" r- -
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PITH AND POINT.
...aaHM

Not ono man in a dozen will tell the
truth If yon,Hsk him why he wears a
plug hat. Ram's Horn.

An Irish friend insists that the
chief pleasure in kissing a pretty girl is
when sho won't let you. Boston Trans-
cript. ,

Always credit a wise man with
what he does not say, and charge tho
fool's words up to him. (ialveston
News.

In the Coining Day. "Why doesn't
Sander ever go to the polls?" "He has

standing pair-of- f with Mrs. Sander."
Chicago News-Recor-

The Usual Exception. Whnpper
"They are awfully new people. Kvery-thin- g

they have is new." Snapper
"Except their manners." Puck.

One of the mysteries of humanity
is tho reluctance with which a man
buvs a woman's magazine tor his wife,
and the eagerness with which ho reads
it.

The gossip who tells you a secret
makes you promise not to tell it to Hny
one else. He wants the exclusive priv-
ilege of telling it himself N. O. Pica-

yune.
"I'm afraid Johnny is going to the

bad nsfast as he enn," said his mother.
"Is he?" replied the neighbor. "Why
don't you get him employment an a
messenger boy." Washington Star.

Perhaps it is just as well that wom-

en, as a rule, aren't business-like- . If
they were they would see oftener than
they do what bad bargains they make
perennially when they marry men.
Somerville Journal.

At the Dime Museum. Lady vis-

itor "Did it hurt you very much when
they stuck tho needle in yon?" Tat-
tooed man "No, ma'am. I don't mind
it. I come from the state of New Jer-
sey. "--

N. Y. Herald. -

"I thought you said your boy's
nnrsc was a colored girl, Mrs. Hicks,"

'oily and tlia l.lit Adilltlim 1o Her Vo
cabulary.

"Mother," asked Polly, "what does to
:lo a thing 'hy proxy' mean''''

"To do it hy employing another per
son to do it In your place."

'Hut that wouldn't bo doing it my
self." objected Polly.

"People consider it the same thing."
laid mother. "If I sent Arthur on en
errnnil, and he asked Harold to go f'ir
him because his foot was laino "

"Arthur hasn't got a lame foot," cried
literal Polly.

"W must suppose he had, or that lie
had the toothache, perhaps, nnd so Har-
old went instead "

Harold doesn't like to do errands,
either; he always makes mistakes,"
said Polly, thoughtfully. Polly had her
suspicions of sudden attacks of himn-dcs- s

nnd toothache.
'Well, it doesn't matter. Perhapsho

might hire Harold to go by giving him
a piece of candy. If he did that, it
would bd tho same as if ho had done
tho errand himself. Ho would do it 'by
proxy.' Do you understand. Polly?"

les-u- answered Polly, as she
started

"I've got all the candy Aunt Kittio
gave me, said Colly to herself; "but
Arthur hasn't any. Mother didn't know
that."

She pulled open her bureau dra wer to
taste a bit of tliecandy. Itlooked very
pink and tasted sweet.

" 1 here s Isabella s dress right under
It," exclaimed Tolly. "I've been won-
dering where it could be."

She dragged p'ior Isabella Angelina
hy her log from under the bureau, nnd
proceeded to dress her.

'Polly!" suddenly cr.me mothers
voice.

"Ycs-um.- "

"You must go to the store for me.
Bridget is busy, and I want the fruit for
my fruit cake."

Polly laid down Isabella Angelina
with a sigh.

'I just hate errands as much as Har
old does!"

Her eyes fell on the eandy.
"Perhaps,'" murmured Polly, nodding

her head.
She slipped the candy into her pocket

and went down-stair- s with a demurn
face.

"Yes-ui- y?s-um- . Raisins, currants,
citron ond allspice. Why don't you say
all spices, mother;'1 It's corrector.
There's Harold nt. the gate!"

She ran after him, and mother, busy
with her cake, did not hear the little
footsteps which presently pattered up
stairs again.

Harold brought in the grocer's par
cels.

'How's this, my boy? It was Polly
I sent to Mr. Slote's. You've brought
me the wrong kind of raisins; these are
very poor. No currants at all! Citron,
and one, two, three packages of cloves,
cinnamon and ginger; but no allspice!"

'Dear! dear!" groaned Harold. "It's
always the way."

He pushed the pink candy further in
to his pocket. It wasn't nearly so
sweet as it had been.

"Polly !" called mother.
"Ycs'um!" saiil Polly's meek voico

from behind the kitchen door.
"I sent you on this errand. Polly."
"Yes-um,- " lisped Polly again; "and T

went, mother, just ns you explained. 1
went 'by proxy' !"

Mother kept her faco as straight as
she could. v

"Indeed, Polly; then what a in I to
So? Here aro the wrong articles. If
Harold had done the errand it would
be his fault, but if it is you who havo
done so badly, you must be punished
for your carelessness. Yon tell mo you
did the errand. What shall I do about
it?"

Polly considered the situation.
"Well, I did do that errand, mother;

I truly did. I did it 'by proxy.' I
paid Harold a piece of candy to go for
me."

Then a bright thought struck Polly.
"And don't you think, mother, that

If I did your errand 'by proxy,' nnd you
have to punish mo for doing it wrong,
vou ought to punish me 'by proxy
too?" Harper's Young People.

HE DARED NOT RETURN HOME.

Sd Kate of a Man Wlm Couldn't ltonH-ni- -

ber All Wllti' romnilnslom.
The old man who sat by the roadsido

coughed violently. He seemed to havo
one foot in the grave, yet he was a
wanderer, ragged and forlorn.

A little boy stared in wonder at the
strange, decrepit figure.

"Why don't you go home!" the child
demanded.

Tho old man shuddered. Burying
his face in his hands he moaned miser-
ably.

"Don't crv."
The words of comfort from he ten

der lips wrung the grief-stricke- n heart
'lioy "
His voice trembled with age and bodi-

ly weakness.
"I dare not go home."

"Don't dare!"
The youthful eyes grew big with

astonishment.
"No, I don't dare."
There was a world of sadness in his

tones.
"Twenty-seve- n years ago, boy, I left

iny home bright and early. My wife
kissed me fondly "

I'ears sprang to his eyes, and rolled
unheeded down his cheeks.

"and told me to get some thread,
sugar, toweling, matches, a washboard,
saleratus, needles, and and "

As he faltered, the look of agony in
his face grew more intense.

"and one other thing that I for
got and never could recall. I have
been an outcast ever since. I dare not
go home."

Intently the boy watched the stoop-
ing figure until it hobbled laboriously
from sight Detroit. Tribune.

Mailcal Item.
Sweet Girl Is it wicked to sing thai

ong on Sundays?
Brother Jack Yes, it is wicked to

sing any dav.
"Why?"
"Because it makes the people swear.
Texas Sif tinga--

SPEAKING IN PUELIC.

llietircHt Dillureiicu l'elve:i Womiinll-iich- h

and Nenthm'ntiillty.
There is nmi'iig women of a certain

temperament a confusion of ideas ns to
womanliness and sentimentality. They
seem to bo under the impression that
real womanliness indulges publicly in
lavish use of terms of endearment and
In that outward display of affection
which tho world will always regard of
coldly or sneeringly. Those qualities
which radically distinguish women
from men are qualities of character, of
minds, of soul. They are matters of
Inheritance, very frequently, and in any
event are trails improved by cultiva-
tion, by l, nnd by the unceas-
ing vigilance aud discipline of life. Af-

fection, with its tender manifestations,
its own peculiar vernaculr.r, is some
thing so sacred thet it should be forever
guarded from tha eyes of tho scolung
and censorious Multitude. It is no
more intended for the platform, for the
routine of tho public meeting, for inter-
polation in the minutes of tho session of
a convention, than tho silks and jewels
of festal array aro meant to be dragged
through tho dnst of tho highways, worn
In the ordinary avocations and in tho
garish light of noon. The private in-

dividual and the public official are two
separate nnd distinct individuals. The
woman who stands upon tho platform,
or who speaks from the floor of a con-

vention, is tho representative of a prin-

ciple or an idea, nnd she is nothing
more. It is of paramount importance
to her audience and to the presiding
officer that her enunciation should ba
distinct; that, her views should be
strongly, clearly and concisely present-
ed; that her rhetoric and her grammar
should attain tho highest stan dard of
established usage. But her private
idiosyncracies, her physical infirmities,
her tending to emotion or hysteria, bear
no rightful place or consideration in
any phase of the proceedings of a delib-

erative body. It is not worth while to
resort to spectacular effects or Melo-
dramatic methods for tho purpose of
emphasizing, ad making apparent dis-

tinctions of sex. No well-bre- well-dress-

woman who speaks and con-

ducts herself with diguity and modesty
will ever be mistaken for other than
she is.

What the average woman most needs
In her public capacity is composure and
dignity. However amiable and affec-

tionate it may seem between friends
and kindred, "my dear" is not a proper
appellation to use in a convention or in
n mass-meetin- g. Nothing is gained by
it in any way, nnd it undeniably gives
on expression of weakness and ineffi-
ciency.

(

Where a convention is in session for
days together, where all the business is
transacted intelligently and methodi-
cally, where there is displayed pro-
found knowledge of parliamentary law,
and where the debate is all that it
should be, sentimentalizing rings like
a false note, out of keeping and out of
harmony with all that is admirable and
praiseworthy. This small bit of censure
will be permitted, for, in view of the
rapid advance that ha3 been made by
women in their ability to consider pub
lic questions nnd transact public busi
ness, there is no doubt that this slight
fault will be amended, and that degree
of perfection attained which can bo
reached with no loss of kindliness or
friendship.

There are many things which women
do not approve m men, as there are
doubtless many faults in the moral and
mental composition of women which
arc distasteful to men.

The violence and abusiveness, the
lack of dignity, and even those personal
differences which are emphasized with
blows it would bo painful to see intro
duced into an assemblage of women.
Nevertheless there is no reason why the
other extreme of excessive amiability
should be niined at, with tho caressing
and petting that have their proper and
only place within the four walls nnd
the strict seclusion of home. It is a far
cry from the masculine turbulence of a
political primary to the excessive sweet
ness of the too "womanly" convention,
but there lies between the two a golden
mean, where courtesy and refinement
nnd unceasing regard for tho feelings
of others are perfectly compatible with
official dignity and refreshing good
Ben sc.

Women have two pernicious, precon
ceived ideas against which .they must
contend; one is that extreme where
they have been idealized by poets and
romance writers into something akin to
the divine, the other is the misrepresen
tation which stamps every woman who
crosses the threshold of her house as a
bold, unsexed creature, at war with tho
unalterable conditions of nature and
of society. One is as false as the other.
Tho woman who wields the gavel or
addresses Madam President is not apt
to bo either nn angel or a termagant
She has very probably, on the other
hand, only just temporarily laid aside
her thimble, and after attending to the
wants of her family has given herself a
little refreshing whiff of the air of tho
outside world. She is in one capacity
no less womanly than in the other. In
both alike she retains her virtues and
her faults, seeking constantly to
strengthen tho one and overcome the
other. It will be borue in mind that it
is not the real mothers who must keep
in the drawing-roo- m tho forever unfin-
ished bit of an iufant's wardrobe,
whereby to advertise the capacity of
her maternity. That sort of humbug
is left to women of the stamp discussed
and made typical by the pen of Thack-
eray.

There is, to go back a little, a very
great deal that we may learn of men
with profit, and one is, when they
chooso to exercise it, professional end
official dignity. It is of immense ad-

vantage, giving weight to opinions and
soberness to judgment There is no
reason, really, why women should con-

duct their publio meetings and gauge
their behavior in public by any lower
standard. Inter Ocean.

It is stated that about 1,000 women
frork in the Pittsburgh iron mills, mak-
ing bolls, auts, hinges, uud barbed
wire

"It was in the year 1347," said tho
raconteur, as ho took tho speaker's
chair; "I was making a trip from Ons
low to the village of Londonderry, N.
S., on the north shore of the bay of
Fundy. Before reuching my destina-
tion it became dark, tho night setting
in rainy, and the roads iu such a state
that the walking became very tiresomo.

"The country hero was sparingly set-
tled, and tho few inhabitants lived in
log cabins of the most primitive kind.
They were a course, but not vicious a
people, making their living hy
a rude kind of farming. Their
farms consisted of a few acres of
stump land upon which they raised
meager crops of buckwheat, potatoes
and turnips hy grubbing around the
slumps. Well, just as I was nbout to
sink with fatigue I saw a dim light In

the distance, nnd decided tonsk shelter
for the night nt the first cabin I
reached, which proved to bo the one
where I saw the light I knocked nt
the door, which was closed and un-

friendly looking, and was answered hy
a gruff voice with a single monosylla-
ble, 'come!' I entered and found a
number of men sitting mound a rough
deal table. Their hats were on nnd
they looked at mo with a singular ex-

pression that I could not define. 1

asked them if I could lodge there for
the night,

" 'Yes,' said one of the party, 'but yon
must come in Bn' stand your chance
with the rest, mister.'

'I asked what that mennt.
' 'Tho men looked at each other

then another rnc of the company
spoke.

' 'We are to draw cuts to see which
one of us will nave to shave a dead
man.'

"I was prepared to hear that some
dark crime was to be attempted, but
this very unexpected proposition sent
cold chills down mv back, at the same
time that I broko out in a profuse per-
spiration.'

"I consented, however what else
could 1 do? and then was told that
one of their number had died that
day, and it was the custom to
shave the dead, and to draw cuts which
decided tho one who was to per
form the disagreeable task. The mode
of procedure was to cut straws in dif--

rent lengths, and the duty fell to tho
(ne drawing the shortest straw.

'As luck would have it I drew the
shortest straw!

"Well, I offered them everything I
had to get out of it money, my watch

but no.their superstition was stronger
than their cupidity, and I was
roughly told I must do the barber act
with the best grace I could. They
were determined to see me through.

"One handed me a bowl of water, an
other brought a bar of brown soap, and
a black bcttle with tallon din in it
furnished the light

"The dead man was in a shed back
of the cabin. I avoided looking at him
as much as possible, and, with the
razor m my hand and my knees knock-
ing together, 'I performed my first and
last tonsorial effort, and' did the busi-
ness much better than I expected to
under the circumstances.

''Hut you can easily imagine that I
did not close my eyes that night, and
a horrible fear assailed me that he
tho dead man might need shaving
again in the morning. So the moment
it was light I rosa from the rough
bench on which I lodged, and by sun-
rise was many miles from the scene of
an expei-icnc- which I should never for-get- jf

I lived a hundred years." De
troit Free Press. '

Cut Wnrnltlp.

In the middle ages animals formed as
prominent a part in the worship of the
time as they had done in the old relig
ion of fcgypt. J tie cat was a very im-

portant personage in religious festi-
vals. At Aix, in Provence, on tho fes-

tival of Corpus Christ!, the finest torn
eat of the country, wrapped in swad
dling clothes like a child, was exhib-
ited in a magnificent shrine to public
admiration. Every knee washent,every
hand strewed flowers or poured in
cense, nnd Grimalkin was treated in all
respects as the god of the day. But on
the festival of St. John poor tom's
fate was reversed. A number of the
tubby tribe were put into a wicker
basket and thrown alive into the midst
of an immense fire kindled in the pub
lic square by the bishop and his clergy,
Hymns and anthems were sung, and
processions were made by the priests
and people in honor of the sacrifice.
Liverpool Murcury.

Truined I.tiadern tu l'rayer.
It is regarded as a novelty nowadays

if a woman is trained to lead prayers
and conduct services in the churches,
yet very often in the middle age
Jewess was trained as a precentor or
synagogue reader. A notable instance
is preserved in the cemetery at Worms,
where a tombstone dating from 1275 is
sacred to the memory of Urania, who
is mentioned as lending the women in
prayer. It seems that the woman's
synagogue in those days was separated
hy a thick wall from the men's, and, as
it was impossible for the women under
these circumstances to hear the regular
cantor. Urania was one of a few who
were trained lor the ofllce. Chicago j

Post
New Meaning.

St Lonis Boy What do folks mean
when they advertise that they want a
live boy to do things?

Chicago Boy They mean they don't
want a St Louis boy, I s'pose.-G- ood j

News.

Canse for Gratitude.
"There goes young Hunker. Do you

know, Maude, every time I see that
man go by the house I feel overcome
with gratitude to hiin."

"Gratitude! What for?"
"Forgoing by." Brooklyn Life.

Got Too Affectionate.
Edith Why did you dismiss Mr.

Goodheart?
Blanch Oh, he go so he'd rather sit

at home andjiold my hand than taka
me to tha theater. N. Y.

rOP-l'I- ICING
whs always a

gala time at
l'c n d c x te r
farm.

F a r a way,
tlio golden haze hung over the hills
Jilcc u quivering veil; tha bland air was
full of tho soft subtle fragrance of
wild grapes ripening in tho woods; and
wherever dcud tree or rude stone wall
afforded it a vantage ground, the
silvery tangles of dcmuiis wove a love-

ly garland, uud tall masses of grohi en-ro- d

and pnrplc-fringo- d asters held up
their clusters of dazzling bloom. And
in the hop-field- s merry voices echoed
from morning until night. .

Will Pendexter.walking up and down
tho aisles of silver-gree- n leafage, with
his hands behind his back, might have
reminded one of Boaz in the ancient
Scripture story princely Boaz stand-
ing in his harvest-field- s and giving a
kind glance and pleasant word to
everyone. ,

. "Isn't he handsome?" said little Fan-
nie Dix to Miss Morgan, the rectors
daughter. Fanny was a pale little
dressmaker, with nn incipient cough,
who had been recommended by her
doctor to spend a fortnight in the hop-field- s;

and Miss Morgan, whose mother
hud died of consumption, picked hops
every year on principle, just us Judge
Mariey's daughters visited Long
Branch. "And all the handsomer since
he has turned gray? I do wonder why
he never married!" '

'Don't you know?" said Miss Mor-

gan, sagely.
"No."

' "I can tell yon theu," said the rec-

tor's daughter, who dearly loved a
morsel of genuine romance. "Because
his first love jilted him." ,

"As if anyone would jilt Will Pen-

dexter," said incredulous Fanny.
"Oh, but ho wasn't Squire Pendexter

then all this happened twenty years
ago," averred Miss Morgan, her flying
lingers never leaving off among the
clusters of pale-gree- n hops. "That
was before he inherited Pendexter
farm, lie was only a poor young
farmer then, with his own living to
make, and this was a beautiful girl
who was spending the summer horc.
And they were engaged and all and
tho very night before the wedding she
ron awav with an Italian, one Count
Caprivi, who was singing on the New

York stage."
Fanny drew a long breath.

' "And what became of them?" laid
she.

"Oh, they went to Italy, where the
count expected to succeed to largo es
tates, and I suppose they nro mere
now,"

Fanny looked with secret awe at tho
ruddy face and magnificent height of

Will Pendexter, as he sauntered down
the green aisles of waving tendrils and
tremulous leaves, aud almost wondered
to hear him ask Mahala Bentley about
ljer baby, in the off-han- ordinary lan-ehai-

of everyday life, and give lame
Hilly Bartlett "good day," just as if

there had been no Countess Caprivi in

the world.
But Fanny Dix was but a girl yet;

she did not know how .twenty years
will bridge over tho darkest gulf in a

human life. There is no scar that will
not heal in twenty years there is not a
grave on which grass will not grow-a- ye,

and daisies bloom, in twenty
years. t

"I don't know that we can take
another hand, Simpson," said Squire
Pendexter. meditatively. "Tho field is

crowded already."
"What I thought, exactly, sir," said

the. overseer, respectfully. "Hut this
'ere is a pretty young slip of a girl,
with a feeble mother dragging along
on her arm. Aud a man doesn't like to
say 'no,' to such! So I thought I'd just
sneak to you, before"

"Where are they?" said tho squire,
rubbing the gold knob of his walking-

cane nsrainst his nose; and Simpson
that the case of tho forlorn

stranirers was safe enough.
"Mother, don't fret; here comes the

gentleman now," said a clear, soft-tone- d

voice, and Squire Pendexter
found himself looking into a pair of
wistful, deep-b'u- e orbs orbs that be

lonired to a slight, beautiful girl,
dressed in faded fabric and worn shoes,

who was leaning against the well-cur-

For while Simpson had been gone on

his errand of inquiry, she had drawn a
bucket of clear, cold water out of the
spriukllng depths of the well and
given her mother a drink ort of the
silver-boun- d gourd which always hung
there.

"Sir," without a moment's hesita-

tion, "might I have a job of work in

your hop-field- We have come from
the city mother and I there's no liv-

ing to be picked tip there, and my

mother is ailing, and ws thought the
smell of the "hops might do her good.

Please, sir, we'd work cheap, if only
we might sleep in the barn and have a
bit of something to eat between
whiles!"

"I don't want you to work cheap!"
said the squire, assuming an aspect of
unwonted gruffuess to cover the sym-

pathetic thrill in his voice. "I never
grudged money's worth for good, hon-

est work. As for the barn, my house-

keeper can put you ia one of the va-

cant back chambers over the kitchen,
and there's always enough to eat at
Pendexter farm!"

"Pendexter farm!"
The woman who had been sitting on

the mossy cattle trough slowly lifted her
head here and pushed back her worn

aunbonnet.
'Where are we, lsora? Whither hava

bow," was totally without feminine
grace save only the charm of alow me-

lodious voice. Ono famous word por-

trait describes her ns a "priestess of
Appollo, with dark eyes illumined by
genius nnd marked features cxprossivu
of a destiny superior to that of most wo-

men," which is, of course, only nn ornu-ment-

way of saying that she wus not
fair.

George Eliot's biographers seldom at-

tempt personal description, nnd shirk
the issue by saying that she had "large,
missive, homely fei tures," which were
at rare intervals sof Icned by a smile ol
groat beauty. Her head was colossal
and masculine, her hair coarse, brown
and bushy, her brr-.- high and full, but
her body was frail and delicate. And
this powerful won an, whose writings
have influenced nil modern thought,
was given over t ) tho woman's weak-

ness of shedding incessantly. It
is hnrd to reeoncila tho fact with her
other characteristics, and it, liko her
second marriage, aro things her admir-
ers like to forget.

Lady Mary Mor.tague, she of tho ex
quisite letters, was a most untidy and
slovenly woman, with a faco hideously
scarred by small-po- and distressingly
homely. She said herself that the only
eason she was glad sue was a woman

was becanso she would never have to
marry one.

Margaret Fuller was quite the reverse
of pretty, save for her graceful carriage,
though her admirers were given to
rapsotlizing about her neck with its
swan-lik- e curves. , An interesting fact
about literary women and one pleasing,
no doubt, to brunettes is this, that al-

most all intellectual stars of feminine
lore were dark In type. N. Y. Sun.

Klitcrtalul:g Without (iilexl:).

Some time ago a woman who had en- -

ivened her circle of acquaintances in
the cast with noticeable gifts of con-

versation and appreciation, a real lover
of good folks, good manners and good
talk, went to the Pacific coast with her
husband, who was a missionary there.
Their one boy was not allowed to play
freely with the child.-e- of the rough
people among whom they worked, nnd
often the mother and boy were left
weeks alone, while the father was off
on preaching tours. A favorite way of
breaking the monotony on the mothers
part was to celebrate anniversaries by
inviting guests who couldn't come,
and holding imaginary conversations at
the table, describing the looks and
characteristics of tho mythical assem
bly, all of which mightily pleased tho
small boy. and one night, after his
usual prayer, he added: "Oh, Lord.
bless all my friends all 'round this
world and tell 'cm if they'll bo good
somebody'il come and see'ein I'll come
and see 'em myself. Amen." A bit of
unconscious pathos that ought to touch
everyone with a social heart N. Y".

Times.

A Itcmarkable French Woman,

marquise do Blocqueville, who
died a few days ago in Paris, was for
merly one of the most beautiful women

f her time, and, liko most trench
beauties, had considerable political in
fluence. The marquise was the young
est daughter of Marshal Devoust, Prince
d'Eckmuchl, duke of Auerstaedt Two
of her sisters, also famous for their
good looks, married respectively the
duke of Carabaceres and Count Vigier.
The marquise was a freat favorite at
the court of Louis Philippe and was the
intimate friend of Queen Amelia and the
duchess of Orleans. In early woman
hood her features were of the perfect
Greek type, her eyes and hair a brilliant
black. Enthusiastic writers of Louis
Philippe's day described her figuro as
divine, and her gait and carriage as
those of a goddess. Sho was a hand-
some woman ut the time of her death.

FAIR WOMEN AT WORK.

is Bohemia there are 1(50 societies and
clubs which havo for their object the
advancement of the cause of women. A
great deal is done in this way to procure
for the women of Bohemia better em-

ployment nnd greater independence.
Tu k rk nre y more than 200,000

women in the United States earning a
living by professional and personal la-

bor in the shops, in the practice of law
and medicine,the teaching of music and
art literature and science, and in cleri-- '
cal work of different kinds in govern-
ment and other official places.

Nkwakk, N. J., has a woman manu-
facturer of umbrellas and parasols.
She learned the trade because it was
her father's business and she liked it
better than teaching or sewing. She
is a shrewd business woman, and not-
withstanding the competition with big
stores and tho misfortune of having
been twice burned out has a fairly
prosperous business.

Miss Lii.v E. Bexn has for the past
three years lived in the east end of Lon-
don, aud has interested herself greatly
In the welfare of the children and
young girls in that quarter. Perhaps
her best work has been in her sewing-classe- s,

where she teaches girls from
nina to fourteen to cut and make the
garments for which their instructor
provides the material.

AMOxothe Sierras there is a woman
stage driver, Mrs. II. J. Langdon, who
owns a line that extends several hun-
dred miles through the mountains. She
can manage a four or six in hand a
skillfully as any man, and she employs
scores of horses and vehicles, and car-
ries the United Stais mail as well an
tiorc-handis- and passengers. She con-dti-

two or three other branches Ol

tnibiuess as well u her tttigo line.

"Clara," said the squire, he himself
assuming tho direction of affairs, "tho
child is right Let be by-

gones. You don't suppose I would turn
you from my door?" '.":Clara looked into his face.

"Have you forgiven me, then?" said
she.

"Forgiven you? Yes, years aud years
ago. ljct us be friends again, tiara.

For his heart ached to see how palo
and wan she was how haggard were
her cheeks and how like smoldering
fires tho light burned iu her sunken
eyes.

She told him all, that afternoon,
while pretty lsora was stripping the
clustered hops from tho vines with a
dozen girls as pretty and as blooming
as herself; how her life had been no
aimless wreck; how Carlo Caprivi had
been no count after all, bat a nameless
pretender, with neither honesty not
honor; how ho had left her, with the
baby lsora on her hand, to shift as best
she might for herself, and was killed In

a gambling brawl; how she had strug-
gled on for years, constantly feeling
herself less able to wage unequal war--

faro with the world.
"Clara," said the 6quire, when she

had finished, "why didn't you come to
me?"

''Because I had wronged you so deep-

ly," she faltered.
"You might have known I would

have been kind, even to Caprivi's child.
Well, it doesn't matter, now. Y'ou arc
here, and you must stay here. Do you
hear mo, Clara? Must! Bless my
heart! You'll grow stronger in these
country breezes, nnd that pale girl oi
yours will get a color in her face."

So they stayed at the Pendexter
farm, and beautiful lsora Caprivi grew
fairer to look upon with every passing
day.

"Clara," said the blunt squire one
day, "that girl of yours is prettier thau
ever you were."

"I know'it," said Mme. Caprivi.
And as she spoke the words, a pang

of jealousy struck sharply through her
heart Yet was it not natural enough
that Squire Pendexter should take note
of Isora's opening loveliness?

And in her room that night, Clara
wrestled with her own heart, and con
quered it

"He will marry lsora," she told her
self, "lsora is beautiful, and he is in
the prime of life. It is as it should be,

While I I am only a wreck, waiting
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on the shores of time for the final bil
lows to come and sweep her away. Ood
bless his noble heart! God bless my
sweet-soule- d girl! And (rod grant that
they may be happy together for many,
many long and happy years!"

The squire came to Mme. Caprivi the
next day, with rather an embarrassed
face.

"It is coming," thought Clara,
knew it would."

"Clara," said he, "I've a question to
ask you."

She held out her hand with a smile
"Ask it, then, freely," said she, gra

ciously.
"Should I be making a fool of myself

If, at my age, I were to marry? '

"You would be doing the most proper
and natural thing in the world," Clara
anwered, still smiling, although her
heart seemed to stand still within her.

, "Then, by Jove, I'll risk it!" said the
squire, jubilantly.- - "Clara, will you
have ine? Shall we begin our disjointed
lives over again, my girl?"

Mme. Caprivi grew pale, then red.
"Halloo!" said Squire Peindexter,

'Have 1 spoken too abruptly? Have
you" " -

"No," said Clara, faintly. "But but
I thought it was lsora that you loved."

"Then you thought wrong," said the
squire, briskly. "I havo never loved
any woman but you, Clara, aud I never
shall!"

So they were married quietly, and
the autumn of life shines softly over
them, as the veiled sunlight hangs its
golden haze over the picked hop-field- s

of Pendexter farm.
And poor Clara is content at las- t-

Amy Randolph, in N. Y'. Ledger.

Kitchen Lady "Wan moment
Does yer know how ter make an ome
let?" Mrs. Billion (nonplussed) "I I

think so; why?" Kitchen Lady "Very
well. Bring me wan not later as siven
o'clock in the morn'.n , an 1 gress me

I an' you'll be chums. Omelet's mo fa
roreet. madam.' -H- ouacwvXe,

said the. v'sitor. "I saw her
and she's white." "Oh, well, she looks
white," said Mrs. Hicks, "but in reality
she's very green." Harper's Bazar.

Subject to Duty. Mrs. (iummey
'I learn that the customs officer want

ed to collect duty on Miss Flypp on her
return from Europe." Mrs. tiargoyle

"Gracious! What for?" Mrs. Gum-me- y

"Ho said her complexion was a
work of art" Detroit Free Press.

The Present Go(xl Enough. Young
Physician (to old preceptor) "Doctor,

fear my patient is gomg to die. I
want you to suggest some change in
tho treatment" Old Doctor "Has he
nny money?" "No." "Then go ahead
with the present treatment!" Yankee
Blade.

A Rap on the Knuckles Herr A
(at a largo party to B , who had
treated him disrespectfully): "Sir, I
propose to lend you for a week a book
on thejnanners nnd customs of polite
society !" llerr B "Very pleased,
I'm sure; but can you really spare it
that length of time?" Fliegcnde Blat-
ter.

Indigent nnd Seedy Man (to severe--

looking elderly lady) "Please, mum,
would you be kind enough to give

to n poor man just out of the
hospital?" Elderly Lady (sniffing the
iir) "Go, 'way, you bad man. Y'ou
smell so strong from rum! I can fairly
taste it." "You kin, mum?" "Yes, I
Jan." "I wish I had your smeller,
mum." Smith, Gray &. Co.'s Monthly.

A RICH CAT.

fussy Iteinembrrrd In the Will of Its I.ate
Mint reus.

There is in Paris a cat which, if the
Courts hold tho will of Madame Dubrni,
l lady of moderate fortune recently d,

to be valid, will soon bo in re-

ceipt of an independent income.
This lady, dying without relations or

friends, desired to leave a suitable pro-
vision for two objects: the maintenance
of her tomb in good order, and the com-
fort of her pet cat, Bis. For the surer
accomplishment of these two objects
he combined with them a third, a be-

quest to the public schools of a certain
ward in Paris, which aro to receive tho
remainder of her fortune, after tho ex-

penditure of two hundred francs
about forty dollars annually for the
cat's board during its natural life, and

lso of whatever further sum may he
required to care properly for her own
tomb.

This occentric will provides further
that Monsieur Bis, "having been, ac-

customed to little indulgences." shall
miss nothing to which ho has become
habituated.

It specifies that he is to sleep in a

basket lined with soft flannel, nnd is to
be presented daily with two good meals
of milk and meat served in the Sevres
saucer from which ho has always been
fed.

He is to be kindly and considerately
treated, ond his fur is to receive a care-
ful cleaning and combing once a week,
and a blue ribbon is to be tied around
his neck every Sunday morning.

Monsieur Bis, who is at present de-

cidedly the most famous cat in France,
is a large and exceedingly handsome
white Angora, with long fluffy fur nnd
great yellow-brow- n eyes, looking like
twin topazes laid in cotton wool.

It seems cruel to reckon tho years of
this superb benst from a mercenary
point of view, but that is what the rep-
resentatives of the schools interested in
Mme. Dubrai's will have already begun
to do.

The life of neat is about twelve years.
Monsieur Bis is still in tho heyday of

vouth. and the question is: Will it be
mnrth while, to accent the moderate
j0?acy ef his late mistress, burdened
for ten or twcK0 vcars wjth forty dol
lars annually for Monsicr Bis?

Moreover, so many people have offered
to board him at this rate of payment
that there is a fear that should he die
another white cat might be substituted,
and so the annuity be extended indefi
nitely.

Altogether the prospect of the feline
heir securing his inheritance without
opposition is doubtful; but rich or poor,
there is no doubt of a good home being
found for a cat of such distinguished
manners, fine personal appearance, and
extensive reputation. Youths Com
panion.
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